Just Sex 


Author: midnight_moonlight 


Bands: Foo Fighters 


Characters: Dave Grohl, Taylor Hawkins 


Relationships: V/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sat Feb 24 2018 13:02:05 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Just Sex 


Author's Notes: 
A quick little story to hopefully get me back in to the swing of things. Inspired by this quote and this photo, 


Parties were parties were parties. During the year, he and Dave were invited to at least two parties a week, 
whether they were an industry do, an awards show, a charity event, or a good old barbecue at a friend's 
house. But their end of tour parties were legendary and what happened during them stayed firmly behind 


closed doors. 


Dave's house was, as always, the seat of the frivolities. No one else would dream of hosting it at their house, 
or even suggesting it. And Dave always went to town; more food than you could eat and enough drink to sink a 
ship. Too drunk to even call a cab home? Great! You can sleep in the pool house and drag your hungover ass 
home in the morning. But not before you've cleaned up by taking a dip in the once-spotlessly-clean-now- 


probably-40%-pure-alcohol pool. 


With a soda clutched in one hand, Taylor stood on the kitchen's granite surface and watched as the lighting and 
sound crews battled it out in what was probably the fifteenth round of beer pong. It had started as best of 


three and slowly worked its way up through the numbers. Dave was refereeing. Of course. Taylor hadn't 
expected anything less from their hyperactive and drunken boss. 


Dave. The tour had been long and, at times, frustrating. There had been a broken leg and more words than 
Taylor could remember. It had all come to a head one night and, unable to keep their frustration bottled up, 
they'd taken it to the bedroom. From that moment forward, clandestine nocturnal meetings had become the 


norm. 


The little ping-pong ball bounced across the table and pinged over the floor with one of the lighting crew in hot 
pursuit. Screams and laughter and guffaws filled the air. Taylor wanted to join in but he felt oddly disconnected 
from it all as though he was watching everyone's antics through a window. Instead his attention was on one 


man and one man only. 
But no. It couldn't happen. What happened on tour stayed on tour, right? 


While the crowd milled around and reassembled themselves, Taylor slipped down from the work surface and 
out of the room. He felt like a ghost as he drifted through crowds of people; crew, friends, and hangers-on. No 


one seemed to notice as he made his way up the stairs and away from it all. 


He turned in to the first room and closed the door behind him. He'd rarely been in Dave's bedroom before. 
There'd been no need for his presence there and he stood and drank in all that everything the other man was. 
The neatly made bed was in stark contrast to the pile of dirty laundry in one corner. A glass of water and a 
pair of glasses sat on the bedside table alongside a charging iPad. Taylor wondered what Dave was watching or 
reading. Or what he was plotting next. 


The tour was over which would account for his sudden sense of loss and exclusion While it had been a painful 
tour, there had been moments that would be fondly remembered. Like those long nights in his friend's embrace 
as they worked through their frustration and anger. Those were the memories that he wanted to hold on to 
before they succumbed to the forgetful sands of time. 

Behind him, Taylor heard the door softly open and close. He could feel Dave's welcoming presence behind him. 
"Hey." 

Taylor turned and smiled sadly at his friend. Dave looked adorable in the room's soft light. His hair hung in 
thick waves down his back, far longer than it had ever been. His clothes were his usual uniform of faded jeans 
and slightly too tight t-shirt. 


"Hey," he quietly replied. "Sorry. | needed some space." 


Dave nodded and took a tentative step closer. Taylor could see that his eyes had the slight glaze of someone 
who'd been drinking. Drunk Dave was fun and appeared to enjoy being around those that he loved, 


"Understandable. | don't know about you I'm fuckin’ tired" 
Taylor's smile widened "Is that a euphemism?" 

"For what?" Dave innocently asked 

"For we're wearing entirely too many clothes?" 


The nervousness that had been seeping from Dave seemed to melt away as he grinned. Taylor took a step 
closer and pressed a hand to the other man's cheek. His heart flipped when Dave leaned in to his touch, his 


heavy eyes closing for a moment. 


"You're so fuckin’ beautiful,” Taylor murmured. "But you know that you're even more beautiful when you're 


naked and on your knees, right?" 


Dave's grin widened and he pressed kisses to Taylor's hand before pulling away. The older man stood before 
him and, like so many times before, slowly began stripping his clothes away. Taylor could feel his cock 
hardening and he let out an involuntary moan as he slid a hand down to his groin. Seeing all that flesh exposed 
drove him crazy. While other people would have complained about Dave's slightly fuller figure, Taylor loved it. 


Loved that there was more of the other man to love and do wicked things to. 


With Dave's clothes piled on the floor, Taylor returned to him and rested his hand against his friend's hip. He 


leaned in and gently kissed Dave, a soft sigh leaving his lips. 
"So beautiful," he murmured. 


Taylor used his free hand to reach in to his jeans and pull out the lube that he'd bought with him. He'd wanted 
to be prepared and not have to use it than find himself facing a horny, drunk Dave empty handed. Tossing the 
sachet on to the bed, he returned his attention to his best friend, lavishing him with the attention that he 
knew Dave craved. They'd spent years dancing around one another, teasing and tormenting with suggestive 
comments and lewd on-stage conversations. To finally have the man who'd proclaimed his love for Taylor 


nightly was divine. 


But to think that it was going to last outside of the tour was, to Taylor, unthinkable. Because everything that 


happened stayed out there, on the road, waiting to be rediscovered on their next trip around the globe. 
Maybe it would be different this time. 
Maybe. 


Their kisses became heated, teeth nipping at lips and tongues teasing one another. Taylor guided the older man 


to the bed and gave Dave's waist a squeeze. 


"You know what to do, hot stuff" 


Dave pulled away, his lips peeled back in to a smirk. His eyes had lost their drunken glaze and become darkened 
with lust. His cock was hard and he gave it a long slow stroke before kneeling on the bed Barely able to contain 
himself, Taylor watched as Dave slid himself along the bed until his head and shoulders were buried in the 
white linen and his ass high in the air. 


Stepping up to the bed, he slid a hand along the slope of Dave's back and to the sea of hair that had spread 
over the sheets. He looked into Dave's hair streaked face and took in the relaxed submission of what was To 


come. 
"I love you," he murmured. "Love you to the moon and back. And I'll never do anything to hurt you, okay?" 


‘Love you, too," Dave softly replied. He wriggled his fingers and Taylor moved his hand to take them. "You know, 
| was thinking. Do you wanna keep doing this? Like now that the tour's over?" 


Taylor felt his heart leap and he flicked his tongue over his lips. Keep on doing it and not have to leave it out 
on the lonely road? "I'd love to. Dave. Dave, | think about us every day. Think about how much | fuckin’ love 
you. I'd happily spend every day doing this to you." 


The older man gave him a smile and squeezed his hand. Taylor had always been surprised by how easily Dave 
slipped in to a submissive role. He only had to mention getting naked, whether it was for a shower or to go to 
bed, and Dave was on his knees begging for dick. He'd never met anyone like Dave and it drove him crazy in the 


best way possible. 


He stepped back and let his hand ride over Dave's offered ass. Stripping off his own clothes, Taylor grabbed 
the lube and tore the sachet open. With a hand resting lovingly in the small of Dave's back, he carefully 


prepared the older man, smiling as he listened to the other's appreciative moans and sighs. 

"You like this, huh? Like having someone look after you for a while?" 

He heard Dave murmur an affirmation. Leaning closer, he gently kissed Dave's ass. Stroking the remainder of 
the sweet-smelling gel along his own cock, Taylor moved behind his friend and pressed himself close. A sigh 
whispered passed his own lips as he slowly entered Dave. Beneath him, he heard the older man whine. 

"Its okay," he murmured. "Nearly there. Don't wanna hurt you. Just wanna make you feel good." 

Taylor could feel his own body going limp as Dave's warm tightness wrapped around him and pulled him deeper. 
How many times had they done this out on the road? How many nights had hauled Dave to a hotel room and 


roughly fucked him? How many nights had they taken it slowly and just enjoyed one another's presence? 


He paused and let his hands rest at Dave's hips. To see his friend, the one who normally commanded 
everything, on his knees and with his ass in the air was a delight and one that Taylor wasn't going to take for 


granted. Everyone normally ate out of Dave's hand. But, with Taylor, the roles were reversed and Dave was 
willing to give him everything that he wanted. 


With his hands wrapped around Dave's hips, Taylor began to move. His hips rolled and he could feel the knot in 
his groin begin to grow. Dave growled and shifted, his shoulders sliding across the bed. The charge of position 
made Taylor whine and stars burst behind his eyes. Oh, how he loved these moments. Lived for them and 
revelled in the explosion of pleasure. Digging his nails into Dave, he picked up the pace, pulling out and slamming 
back in. His head swam and already he could feel the sweat beginning to tickle the top of his back. Taylor knew 
that looking down would only push him over the edge. 


But he couldn't help himself. 


Opening an eye, he looked down at Dave and groaned. The older man was stretched over the bed, his hands 
clawing at the sheets and his hair stuck to his face. His eyes, as dark as they were, had become even darker 
as his lust-driven emotions surfaced. Sweat beaded along his back and he was softly panting. Moving along the 
other man's body, Taylor dipped his tongue into the small of Dave's back and lapped away the salty liquid. 


"You feel so good. Can't believe that you do this for me every night. You blow my fuckin’ mind." 


Dave whined in response and stretched a hand back and towards Taylor. Intertwining his fingers with Dave's, 
Taylor once more began to move. His body was taking on a life of its own, his hips moving of their own accord 
as he fed their lust. Both of them needed to get off, to feel that rush, and to tip over the edge in to a 
blissful oblivion. Beneath him, he could feel Dave shifting and sighing, the singer's body preparing itself for that 
inevitable burst of bliss. 


Being with Dave was the closest that Taylor had ever got to heaven. Drumming was fun. Playing to an audience 
was amazing. But to be loved and held and adored by another, especially someone who he'd been so close to for 


so long, took him to a whole other world. 


Still gripping Dave's hand, Taylor buried his head in the older man's hair and inhaled. He loved his friend's scent, 
wanted to wrap himself in it and never leave the world that they'd temporarily built around themselves. 


Downstairs, the party continued to rage, apparently oblivious to what was happening in the rooms above them. 


The bed creaked beneath them and Dave cried out as Taylor drove deep inside of him. Taylor could feel his 
own orgasm growing, rolling through him, and tightening, threatening to spill over at any moment. He slid his 
hand from Dave's and under his hips. Wrapping his hand around the other man's cock, he began to stroke in 


time to his own rhythm. 
"Come on, Dave," he murmured. "Come for me." 


He felt the other man sigh, his body rising and falling. Taylor pressed kisses to Dave's neck, willing him to fall 
over the edge and lose himself in the pleasure that coursed through them both. 


"Taylor." 
"I'm here." 
"Not gonna last much longer." 


"Good" He gave Dave's cock a squeeze. "Come for me. You know you can. | want to feel you come. Want to feel 


you enjoy this moment.” 

Dave's voice was gentle and far quieter than Taylor had ever heard him. Normally the life and soul of the 
party, once in bed, he became quieter and meeker as he allowed himself to get lost in what they were doing. 
Taylor continued to pleasure him as he moved from his lover's neck and to his spine. He traced kisses over 
each rise and fall until he was back on his knees. The older man called to him and Taylor felt a tremble 
shudder along Dave's spine. A moment later and Dave's seed flooded his hand and dripped to the bed. 

Dave tightening around him was all that Taylor needed to feel. With a final rock of his hips, he buried himself 
deep inside of his friend. His head swam and his own body felt weak as he came. Somewhere, he heard himself 
cry Dave's name. 

It took him a couple of minutes to catch his breath and come down from the high that had raced through his 
body. Sliding from his friend, Taylor lay on the bed and gazed in hair-hidden eyes. They stared back at him, 
dark and still glazed With a soft smile, he brushed the hair from Dave's face and leaned in to give him a 
gentle kiss. 

"Thank you," he whispered. 

Dave didn't move, instead choosing to remain in the position that Taylor so loved seeing him in. "For what?" 
"For that. It was great." 

"It always is with you." A flicker of a smile danced over Dave's lips. 

"Can we-?" 


"Can we what?" 


Taylor took a deep breath. He knew that, even though they'd mentioned it earlier, everything could change in 
those post-sex moments. "Can we keep doing that?" 


Fingers traced over Taylor's shoulder and into his hair. "I'd love to. | like having you here, beside me." 


"| like being here." 


He reached out and wrapped an arm around Dave's shoulder. Pulling him close, he savoured the feeling of the 


other man's hand against his slick skin. 
After a moment, he asked, "Shall we go back downstairs?" 


Dave shook his head, his eyes once more disappearing behind the veil of hair. "Not yet. Let's just enjoy this." 


